the Municipality, the Prefects, the University, and the
banners of the Provinces borne by the men of the Navy.
The Emperor walked with difficulty t gritting his teeth
against the pain and the grief, and sometimes groping for
support to those who walked by him.

-Sightseers asked, "Who is that woman in black?"
Those who knew the gossip said, "That is Theodora.
She's bewitched Tino somehow. She's one of these
dancers; she's one of these clutchers; she's got her fangs
into him. He's going to marry her. It is an infamy."

Theodora knew well what they were saying and
would say. She was at peace. She knew that she was
one of this Royal family, as much one as the strand of a
rope is the rope and its strength. She had seen the dying
Empress recognise her and bless her as Tino's affianced
bride.

Soon they had laid the old Empress away before the
Altar of St. Artemidorous of Syme, and had moved to
the High Altar of the Great Church. Here, beside the
Patriarch, the Emperor declared that from that moment
his' nephew, the Prince Justinian, Consul Elect, Com-
mander of the Armies, would be his associate upon the
throne, co-equalled, co-powered.

Justinian came forward and knelt before the Patriarch,
and swore upon the Gospels to uphold Faith, do Justice
and practise Charity.

When he had taken the Oaths, he rose and took
Theodora's hand. "Before God and men," he said, "I
pledge my troth to the Lady Theodora."